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something must always turn up to assist me in any difficul-
ties, for I was convinced that I was a hero, and heroes are
never long forlorn.

On the next morning, therefore, long ere the sun had
risen, I commenced my adventures. I did not steal away.
First I kissed a cross three times which I carried next to
my breast, and then recommending myself to the blessed
Magdalen, I walked off proudly and slowly, in a manner
becoming Coriolanus or Caesar, who, after some removes,
were both of them, for aught I knew, my great-grand-
fathers. I carried in a knapsack, which we used for our
rambles, a few shirts, my money, a pair of pocket pistols,
and some ammunition. Nor did I forget a loaf of bread ;
not very heroic food, but classica] in my sight, from being
the victual of the mysterious stranger. Like him, also, I
determined in future only to drink water.

CHAPTEB, XV.

I JOURNEYED for some hours without stopping, along a road
about which all I knew was, that it was opposite to the one
which had first carried me to the college, and consequently,
I supposed, did not lead home. I never was so delighted
in my life. I had never been up so early in my life. It
was like living in a new world. Everything was still,
fresh, fragrant, I wondered how long it would last, how
long it would be before the vulgar day, to which I had
been used, would begin. At last a soft luminous appear-
ance commenced in the horizon, and gradually gathered in
strength and brightness. Then it shivered into brilliant
streaks, the clouds were dappled with rich flaming tints,
and the sun rose. I felt grateful when his mild but
vivifying warmth- fell upon my face, and it seemed to me